198                  ONE MAN'S INDIA
last, and indeed one is rather ashamed to
do so. It is an extremely beautiful bird,
luxurious in its diet, and lethargic in its
habits, the easiest thing in the world to
shoot as it sits on one of the sacred fig-
trees which it prefers, or wings slowly past.
And so along a road which by day has
little traffic, a bullock-cart or so passing
every few miles, a pedestrian pilgrim from
one of the sacred cities carefully nursing
his flask of holy and microbe-charged
water which will be given to some invalid
when he reaches home, a few men from
the villages on errands to larger villages
not far off. It is not the time of year to
come upon those preposterous processions
that take a half-dazed infant bridegroom
or bride to the place where the marriage
will be celebrated, but they still traverse
the great road, for no politician can cure
the Indian peasant of his childish and
fantastic expenditure on wedding feasts.
However, the road is brightened,up for us
ere long with the spectacle of a yeoman of
substance riding on some business with his